
ADVENTURES OF BANK-NOTES. 

\ ery curious occasionally is 

the fate of bank-notes. It is 

not at all an unusual circum- 

stance for a mutilated note 

to be presented for payment, 

burnt perhaps half through, 

with the marks of burning on 

the fringes. Nor is the muti- 

lation always accidental. The 

men who indulge in the 

luxury of lighting their cigars 

with a bank-note are not the 

millionaires or acknowledged lunatics of 

society. They are presented generally by 

workmen or labourers, who confess without 

hesitation that they have “lit their pipes” 
with them, from braggadocio, or when drunk. 

The Scotch banks in such cases enforce 

the wholesome rule of paying only in pro- 

portion to the size of the remnant of the 

note so presented; that is to say (unless 

there is clear evidence that the mutilation 

is purely accidental), if half of a one pound 

note is presented, the bank only pays ten 

shillings for it, on the perfectly fair plea 
that, for all they know to the contrary, the 
remaining half, or third, may be presented 

at a future time by a second person. 

A farm labourer one day presented a rag 
of grey paper, crumpled and pulpy, the type 

hardly legible, which he said was a bank- 

note. His explanation was that a pet goat 
in his kitchen had got hold of it and eaten 
it. The note had been in the animal’s 

stomach some time before it was missed, 

and was only suspected to be there because 

one of his girls had seen Nanny “ mumbling 
over” a bitof grey paper. There had been 
a serious domestic difference of opinion and 
mental struggle in deciding whether the 
note, if swallowed, should be sacrificed in 

order that the goat might live, or whether it 
would be wiser to sacrifice the pet on the 
chance of recovering the money. The 

struggle between sentiment and “siller”       
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had ended unfavourably for the goat, and, 

after all, the “ promise to pay,” extracted 
from so strange a hiding-place, was so be- 
chewed and mangled that the poor man 
was kept in suspense for some time as to 
whether he might not lose both his money 
and his pet. But his story was ultimately 
believed, and he went away comforted. 

Bank-notes in rural districts are sometimes 
in the hands of the public for years before 
they are presented for payment. In Scot- 
land, at least, where gold is by the poorer 
classes invariably looked upon with sus- 
picion, well examined, rung, bent, and 
bitten, before accepted, and, when accepted, 
generally exchanged at the first opportunity 
for paper, the profits falling to the banks 
arising from the issue of notes, it need 
hardly be stated, are large. I shall not 

readily forget the tragic look of despair 
that fell on the features of an old woman 

who once at a branch bank produced with 

trembling hand from a stocking, which she 

confessed had been hidden ina “ dry dyke” 
for more than a quarter of a century, a 
small bundle of tattered notes which she 

wished to deposit in the bank. She ex- 

plained that she did so because of some 

robbery that had taken place near her 

cottage, and because some neighbour had 

given her a hint that interest was allowed 
for money lodged. On producing her notes, 

dating back nearly half a century, she was 

told that the bank which issued them had 

ceased to exist for upwards of ten years. 

If the foundations of the earth had suddenly 

moved from under her, she could hardly 

have looked more terror-stricken. But it 

happened that the business of the defunct 

bank had been taken overby aflourishing sur- 

viving one, which, when the notes were sent 

to it for inspection, paid the amount in full, 

totheinfinite relief of the old lady, whose stin- 

tings and scrapings and sacrifices of alifetime 

were not lost ata stroke, as she at first feared.


